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Notes 


Author's Notes: 
What's up, boys? Your boy is back, and better than ever. I'm so sorry for being gone so long, | crashed over 
the summer-| went on a vacation to Norway, too. I'm currently finishing up school and balancing a job at the 


same time, and also dealing with my fibromyalgia. This fic is set in 199I, cause l'm garbage. 


| hope you enjoy! I'm sorry if some bits seemed rushed, sometimes | just get low on the creative juices. 


Stone's morning routine is simple. 
l. Get out of bed. 

2. Shower. 

3. Get dressed. 


4. Eat breakfast. 


5. Brush teeth, brush hair, freshen up. 

b. Do what's on his schedule. 

Stone follows this routine every morning, but sometimes, Stone gets sidetracked. 

Because Eddie does some questionable things. 

Really questionable things. 

Stone has no idea why he does it. 

Eddie does it, because he feels like it. 

Basically, all of Eddie's actions are like that. He does it cause he feels like it. 

Stone has followed the first step of his routine. Get out of bed. Sitting on the bed, he stretches his limbs out, 
grunting softly as he rolls his neck, feeling a little stiff from sleeping like a board last night, eventually lowering 
his limbs as he stands up. He rubs his face with his hand, scratching a sudden itch on his neck, lowering his 
hand on his face as he suddenly spots something from the corner of his eye. 


A blue sticky note, stuck onto his pillow. 


He tilts his head back, loudly sighing, preparing himself for the shit he's about to see on this fucking sticky 
note. Eddie loves to leave this type of stuff around this house, and Stone doesn't get it. Stone doesn't get why. 


He knows Eddie is trying to put a smile on his face and make him feel better, but Stone doesn't get why. He 
doesn't need it. Then again, Stone doesn't really often get ‘nice things’, so Stone is deciding to just take it: 


He lets his head fall forward, brushing his long hair behind his ear, fingers slipping under the sticky note as he 
pulls it back, bringing it close to his face. In messy handwriting, it had: 


You look adorable while you sleep 


He huffs at that. Stone doesn't look adorable. He somewhat drools in his sleep and he somewhat snores. It's not 
unbearable snoring or anything but it's not cute. Its dumb. 


Yet, Stone feels a blush forming on his face, mumbling something as he puts the sticky note on the bedside 
table, scrubbing his face as he turns to the bedroom door, stumbling over to it as he pushes it open, feeling 


the coldness from the tiles below as his bare feet touch them. 


Eventually rubbing his sleepiness out of his eyes, he enters the bathroom and kicks the door closed behind 


him, locking it - despite being by himself. Made him feel safer. 

Making sure he had a towel nearby, he tugged off his boxers (considering its the only thing he wore when he 
went to sleep) and turned on the shower by twisting the knob, waiting until it heated up and Stone was happy 
with the temperature. 


When he stepped in and felt the warm water wash over him, ringing his fingers through his hair as he sighs 
contentedly, closing his eyes and just enjoying the spray over him. 


He soon pulls himself out of that though, deciding to reach for the shampoo bottle and squirted some of it 
into his palm, putting it back and working it into his hair, closing his eyes and leaning his head back, running his 


fingers through his wet hair so he can get out the shampoo. 


He goes to reach for the body soap and stops, seeing a fucking pink sticky note on it. Oh, for the love of god, 
Edward- 


Note to self: Murder Eddie. 
He sighs loudly, glaring at the sticky note as he squints at it. 
Ím sure you look spicy as fuck right now 


Stone's eyes roll, biting his cheek as he shakes his head, and he doesn't want to get the sticky note wet. He 
doesn't like the sticky note. Shut the fuck up, okay? So Stone does the only logical thing. 


Turns off the shower, steps out for a moment, wiping his hands on the towel, leaning back in and grabbing the 


body soap, plucking off the sticky note and sticking to the mirror, and takes the body soap back in with him. 
No, he doesn't like it. 
He huffs, face warm- its from the warm water. He's not blushing. Shut the fuck up. 


He waits for the water to heat up again, wet and cold, before stepping back in and wrapping up his shower, 
scrubbing himself down and got out of the shower for good this time. 


Stupid fucking Eddie. 


Stupid fucking stickynotes. 


After showering, he wrapped the towel around his torso and made sure to dry off his feet so he didn't get 
the floor wet. 


Slipping into his bedroom, closing the door behind him as he dried off his hair, being more damp and less wet, 


pulling some boxers out from his dresser and pull those over his thighs, humming contentedly once they're on. 
Digging through his shirts, he decides to settle for just a worn band t-shirt. 


Stone couldn't tell you the name of the band, because the label and symbol had been wearing off, so Stone has 
no idea what band he was representing. 


He didn't really care. 


However, something was pricking his shoulder, digging into his skin and he grumbled, grabbing the hem of his 
shirt and shaking it, and he could feel something slide out of his shirt. 


Stone bets you could guess what it was. 

You guessed right if you guessed another sticky note. 

Green this time. 

Stone groans- why does Eddie leave these fucking sticky notes in obscure places? 
Bending down and picking it up, he squints at the writing this time. 

You have good fashion taste 


Stone drags a hand down his face, sighing loudly. Why does Eddie do this to him? Why does he try and make 
Stone weak? Not like Stone's gotten weak over this shit before. It's not the first time. 


Stone puts it on top of the dresser, grumbling as he pulls on some pajama pants. He's not doing anything today, 
might as well put on something comfortable and fitting and Stone feels something poking at his thigh 


He inhales a deep breath, exhaling slowly as he shook out his pants a little, and lo and fucking behold, another 
sticky note. 


This one is bright, pastel yellow. 

Stone glares at it. If Eddie literally put sticky notes in all of his shirts, pants, all of that other shit, he’s gonna 
be fucking pissed, okay? Why would anyone waste this much amount of time? And why? Where did he get the 
fucking time fo do it? 


These look good on you 


If Stone's eyes could roll any further, they'd go out of his head and come right out of his ass. 


Stone has no idea how much time this fucking man has, and especially while working on Jen He sighs, putting it 


down next to the other sticky note, rubbing his face as he moves out of his bedroom. 


Time to go fix himself breakfast. 


Stone sometimes makes himself some eggs and bacon. Sometimes he just has cereal. Sometimes leftovers 


because he's an adult. 
A responsible adult. 
Kind of. 


He just decides to go for some cereal. Lucky Charms is his best friend sometimes. He finds himself eating 


cereal a lot of the time and he doesn't realize it. 

Pulling the box down from a cabinet, and finding a clean bowl, he gently taps the box so the cereal is able to 
come out easier, and once Stone thinks he has a reasonable amount, he closes it back up and puts it away and 
hey, guess what! 

There's another fucking sticky nofe. 

Another blue one. 


"Oh my god," He says to black space around him. He's glad he didn't get milk yet. 


Begrudgingly grabbing this one, this motherfucker had put it in his cereal box, glaring through it, like Stone could 


burn holes into it and set it on fire. 
This cereal isn't half as sweet as you are 
Stone literally muffles a scream into his hands because he is going to KLL Eddie. 


He just tosses it to the side, stomping over to his fridge and pulling it open, reaching for the milk and for fucks 
sake. 


Another one. 


This one is pink. 


He jerks it off of the handle of the milk carton, and he's tempted to just rip it up and eat it and go on with his 
day, but he will not do that, he will get through this fucking note madness. 


Make sure to stay hydrated, | dont want you getting hurt 

Stone takes some extra time to stare at this one, feeling his face heat up- FROM ANGER, he's NOT blushing! 
But Eddie? Concerned? About him?! 

Is he serious? 

Ugh. Whatever. 

He decides to stick it on his fridge. 


He stares at it for a few, extra minutes, eventually trotting over to his cereal and pouring the milk and sitting 


on the island, slowly shoveling cereal into his mouth as he stares at the note that sat on his fridge. 
Almost perfectly. 


Almost. 


He eventually put his bowl in the sink and put the milk away, and now it's time for him to freshen up, so he's 


not an animal. 


Even if he's not doing anything, he still tries to take care of himself, because if he doesn't do it then, he 


doesn't do it ever. 


Hopping off the island, he walks from his kitchen to the bathroom once again, where the sticky note from the 


shower still remains on the mirror. Stone stares it for a little while. 
Wait, no- 


He shakes his head, opening the bathroom cabinet and pulling out a hairbrush, some toothpaste and a 
toothbrush, deodorant, the basic self care. 


He decides to start with brushing his hair first, absentmindedly brushing it with his fingers after he brushed 
each strand, wincing whenever he tugged on a knot or clumped piece of hair and it hurt, but Stone toughed it 


out. 


Whenever he brushed his hair, it was always fluffy afterwards. Stone kinda liked it. 


Eddie does too. 
No, He shook his head, huffing to himself. 


Eddie didn't care. He just thought it looked nice. Eddie said it to Jeff a lot, too, and to Chris, and to other 


friends.. Stone wasn't special. 
Whatever. 
He didn't care. 


When his hair is brushed, he sets it down and sees a sticky note on the back of the brush. 


Stone doesn't even have it in him to complain anymore. He's just taking it like it is, because knowing Eddie, he's 


strewn this shit all over his place and he finds it hard to care. 

This one is pastel yellow. 

What's behind Sticky Note +100? 

Your hair looks like itd be nice to comb my fingers through 

He feels his heart stop for a moment. Get your head straight 

Haha. Straight Something Stone certainly isn't... 

He sighs, grumbling as he puts down his hair brush, grabbing his toothbrush as he puts some toothpaste on 
it, holding it to his lips as he opens his mouth, and begins to brush his teeth. He saw no sticky note on this 


one. 


After a solid minute and 35 seconds, Stone spits out the mint paste and washes out his mouth with water, 
spitting it out and washing out the sink Good, he didn't accidentally swallow some fucking sticky note and die. 


He checks his deodorant, he swears to god- 
No. 
Okay. 


Mumbling to himself as he puts it on, he eventually shovels it all back in the drawer, shoving the other note 


onto the mirror as he walks out of the bathroom, and back to the living room. 


Stupid fucking Eddie. 


Stupid fucking sticky notes. 


Now, to do what's on his schedule. 

Stone's favorite thing to do. 

Nothing 

Well, not really nothing; he'd practice on his instrument, write some lyrics and practice songs, talk to Ed- other 
people who are literally anyone besides the singer for Pearl Jam. Occasionally, Jeff and Mike would come over and 


have a tiny jam session, get high, do all the other fun shit. Sometimes play basketball. 


The pull of a loud, vibrant phone ring would pull him out of a daze, looking up and reaching over his head, 


fingers grasping around the phone and pulling it and holding it to his ear, pulling his eyes from the TV. 
"Hello?" 


"Stone, dude! Hey!" Jeff's chipper voice would pipe in over the phone, and Stone would squint at nothing in 
particular as he internally groans about how Jeff can be so happy this early in the fucking day. 


Early means noon, 
Stone's never properly awake. 
I's not his fault, he's just constantly tired. 


"Hey Jeff," he ends up finding himself smiling anyway - Jeff is his friend. Jeff isn't annoying, and Jeff doesn't 


leave sticky notes around his apartment mysteriously, unlike some of us "What's up, dude?" 


He can hear chatter over the other end of the line, and Stone raises an eyebrow curiously as he waits for a 


response. "Oh! Uh, nothin’ over here, man. Which means, | get to come over, and you don't get a say in it.” 


Stone rolls his eyes. He knows Jeff can't see, but god, he wishes he could. "Do | ever get a say in anything you 
do, Jeff?" And he hears Jeff cackle over the phone, breaking out into a larger grin. "Nope! You don't!" 


"Good to know,’ He mumbles. "I'll see you soon, Jeff” 


"Until then, Stone!" 


And like that, it was silent over the line as Stone hung up the phone, sighing out loud as he lets his head fall 
back, rubbing a hand over his face. 


And then a bash of color would enter his line of sight, and Stone felt ready to throw something. 
Not really. 
Can you take a guess what it is? Stone would let you slap him unconscious if you guessed. 


A purple stickynote would sit on the back part of his couch, and Stone just sighs in defeat as he grabs it, 
squinting at what it says. 


You could be somewhere more comfortable, lke my arms 
Stone just crumples it up and throws it. 

Stupid Eddie.. 

Stupid fuckin’ Eddie. 


Stupid stickynotes. 


A knock would jerk him out of his dissociation trance as he stared mindlessly at his TV, before hollering a ‘/m 
coming! to the door, tumbling off the couch and onto his feet, shaking out his limbs as he tried to jerk the 
spacey feeling out of his joints. 


So, walking over to the door, Stone twisted the lock to open the door and pulled it open - and lo and behold - 
it's Jeff. Just the man he wa- 


And Stone's train of thought is cut off by a smaller man poking out from behind him, a relaxed grin on his 
face as he waved. Stone felt like he could punch that stupid grin off his face. 


Stone looks at Jeff and rose an eyebrow. Whatever God there was, it sure was testing him today. 
Jeff shrugs, showing an apologetic smile. "He wanted to come. He's buying me lunch for the next week." 
Stone pushes down his inner urge to slap the shit out of Jeff, and puts on a fake smile, shifting to the side. 


"Come in, then" 


Stone felt like slapping the shit out of Jeff for giving in to Eddie's way to persuade and Stone just felt like 
slapping the shit out of Eddie for putting sticky notes all over his apartment: 


Stone felt very active with his hands. 


Eddie flopped on the couch as Jeff sat down on the floor, looking to the TV. He can see Eddie looking at him, a 


lazy smile on his face as Stone sat on a plush chair, looking at the TV. 

"What are you even watching?" Jeff inquires, and Stone shrugs. 

"Some shitty soap opera" 

"I didn't know you liked soap operas," Eddie hummed from the couch, picking out parts of loose pieces of lint 
from the couch, and Stone seethes from the inside. It's killing him. "| don't. | just watch whatever's on," he 


replies bluntly, and Jeff giggles. 


"Are you sure? You have this exterior. You look super tough, but it turns out that you have a soft mushy 


side for soap operas-" 


Jeff got a face full of pillow from Stone - he ended up just taking the one from the chair and throwing it at 
Jeff. "Shut the fuck up, dude!" He snickers, and Eddie's laugh would echo in his ears. 


His heart fluttered whenever he heard his laugh. 

Whenever he saw Eddie, he felt so.. 

So.. - 

No, no, no, no. We're not thinking about Eddie. We're not thinking about beautiful brown-eyed Eddie. We're not 
thinking about how Eddie's got soft, puffy brown locks of hair, and we're not thinking about how soft Eddie's 


skin is- no, we're not thinking about it 


Jeff only cackled along with him, throwing the pillow back at him, but missed by hitting him in the foot, and 


Stone stole back his pillow as he held it in his arms, a smirk on his face. 
Fuckers. 


Both of them. 


After a few solid hours of goofing off and some of it talking about songs and whatnot, Jeff stood up from his 


place, stretching out his arms. "l, like many people," Puts his hands on his hips, and has a smile on his face. 
"Need to piss." 


"Good to know." Eddie mumbles from the couch, and Jeff giggles as he rolls his eyes. "I'm gonna go to the 
bathroom, so like-" He points at Stone - like he's about to get accused. "Watch over the place." 


‘| own it! You don't!" Stone retorts, and Jeff walks by him, patting his head. 


"That's what they want you to think, dude! Shits wild! Jeff calls out from behind him, slipping into the 
bathroom and Stone lets out a heav y sigh. 


And now, here comes the crippling awkward silence between Eddie, who he felt like strangling and also.. no, it's 
still strangling. 


He can feel Eddie's eyes lingering on him, just waiting for him, and he can feel Eddie's smirk. How? Stone doesn't 


know. 

So, Stone looks up, and Eddie's looking at him, a smug smile on his face as he rose an eyebrow. 

"You think you're fuckin’ funny, don't you?" Stone grumbles, and Eddie shrugs. 

"A little." 

Stone groans, furiously rubbing his face like its about to fall off; trying to ignore the burning feeling on his 
face. He isn't sure whether it's because of the friction from his hands rubbing so hard on his face, or he's 
blushing. 


He's going with the first one. 


"What's with the fucking sticky notes, Eddie?" He glares at him, and Eddie shrugs again, blinking innocently. 
Bullshit. 


"| dunno. | thought you'd figure it out by now." He grumbled, and Stone feels like his mind is going to explode. 
Stone is literally going to throttle him. 

"Eddie." He begins slowly, taking a deep breath, running a hand through his hair. "I don't know what you like. | 
don't know what you want- you're sending me these signals, Eddie." He tugs on his hair, sending a pointed stare 


at him. 


"You give me these.. these notes, Eddie, and." He runs a hand through his hair, squeezing his eyes tightly shut. 
"And then you act like they never happened. And whenever | try to talk to you about them, you run away!" 


God, he sounds so defeated. 


He opens his eyes again, and Eddie's suddenly sitting upright on the couch, staring at Stone, and for once, Eddie 
fucking says something 


‘I'm sorry," he mumbles, running an anxious hand through his hair. "Listen, Stone, | just-" He pauses, biting on 


his lip for a moment. "I like you. | think you're hot as fuck, and | don't know how to tell it.. to your face" 
Stone rose his eyebrows. 

"You just did” 

Eddie waves a hand at him, huffing. "Yeah, but earlier, | didn't! I just.. | don't know how to properly deal with 


this shit." He whispered. "| just.. whenever you're on stage, you're so elegant. You're you, in your natural 
element. And | think you're amazing, Stone." 


God damn it, Eddie. 


"Eddie, you're one of the most fucking stupidest people I've ever met, and your way of showing that you like 
me is stupid" He flat out said, and Eddie winces. "But" He paused, and Eddie looks at him with desperation. 


‘Its a stupid | can somewhat fucking handle. So you're lucky.” 
Another pause. 


"And | think you're amazing too, Eddie." He mumbled quietly, and Eddie's posture shifts from sort of slumping 


to sitting up, a small grin on his face. 
And then Jeff opened the door, a large grin on his face. 


"MIKE OWES ME TWENTY BUCKS!" He screeched, pointing at Eddie. "/ KNEW YOU LIKED HMI I SAW THE FUCKIN 
NOTE ON THE MIRROR? 


And Eddie throws a pillow at Jeff as it knocks him back, a loud yell being heard throughout the room as 


Stone's face burns. 
Stupid Eddie. 


And his stupid fucking sticky notes. 


